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NOTE. 

The formal word-exercises are now relaxed, and 
the lessons flow with the ease of a less restricted 
vocabulary. The graduation of difl&culty, though now 
it becomes not quite so obvious, has none the less 
been carefully considered. Lists for spelling are 
selected from the lessons, and in occasional instances 
meanings are given. 

The subjects are arranged in general order of the 
seasons of the year. They point the pupil's attention 
to the more prominent natural changes that go on 
regularly around us, and they connect with these a 
few characteristic operations of the various seasons. 
Certain of the more familiar or interesting animals 
are introduced. Moral qualities are inculcated, chiefly 
by indirect commendation. The page is enlivened 
with various illustrations. 

An easy step is taken, in 
way, towards establishing 
i^hou^htful observation. 
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viii Marks. 

(3) S, i, A The acute and grave marks are combined 
C") to indicate long vowels pronounced more quickly 
than usual. The last, iX, is most common ; as jyAl = 

" pull." Compare piil = " pool." 7 

(4) a, 0. The Iwrizontal mark (") placed over a and 
indicates the vowel sounds in " far " {far) and " all " 

(pi). 

(5) d, i, K, d, a. The crescent (^) placed over a 
vowel shows that the vowel is long (1), but unaccented ; 
as rdUwd (" rail'- way "), i^-jht 

The last of these, U, may also express 4 out of 
accent ; as, hdbnd-f'Mf f^iU-flUment, 

(6) a, e, i, o, u. The vowels that are not marked at 
all are short and unaccented. 

Frequently, however, the accented syllable alone is 
marked ; it being assumed that in those cases no further 
guidance is necessary. 

(7) The a^ciUe mark (') placed after a syllable shows 
that the accent falls on that syllable. But it does not 
indicate any quality of the vowel. For example: 
(xynfi'plained\ al'-most, quart' -er. The full marking for 
these words would be : kom-pldnd, ol-mdst, kworf-er. 
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about her, and the birds warble to welcome her 
coming ; when they see her, they begin to 
choose their mates, and to build their nests. 
Youths and maidens, have ye seen this beauti- 
ful virgin? If ye have, tell me who is she, 
and what is her name ? 

Anna L. Barbauld. 

heau'-ti-fUl {byH-). gdr-land. com'-ing. 

lamb (Idm): wdl-come. M-gln. 

vir-gin, maiden. war' -hie (wor-hl), sing. 

ap-proacU, come near, mate, companion. 



SPRING. 

Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year's pleas- 
ant king ; 

Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in 
a ring. 

Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing. 
Cuckoo, Jug-Jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo I 
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THE CUGEOO. 
1. What he is like. 

The cuckoo is one of those birds that stay 
with us only so long as the weather is fine. 
It comes in the pleasant spring-time, when 
the leaves are beginning to peep from the 
buds on the trees, and when the flowers are 
beginning to smile in the green meadows. 
When we hear the cuckoo's song in the 
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2. The Cuckoo's Song. 

It is pleasant to hear the cuckooes song at 
a little distance in the quiet woods. When 
first heard, the notes are fresh, and full, and 
clear; as summer wears through, they are 
harsher and broken — the voice of the cuckoo 
has become hoarse. The female sings quite a 
distinct note from the male; it has been 
likened to the choking sound of water poured 
fast out of a narrow-necked bottle. 

The following rime has been made by- 
country folk about the cuckoo : 

'^ In April, 
Come he will 
In May, 

He sings all day. 
In June, 

He alters his tune. 
In July, 

He prepares to fly. 
In August, 
Go he must." 



This is ai 
same thing 

"In April 
In May 
In June 
In July 

But ther 
though the] 
and warm € 

court -try {ki 
A'priL 

dis't 
at -ti 

strai 

In these 

hough (bou). 
though {dhd 
through {thr 



8 The Globe Eeadees. 




cuckoo's egg. 



3. The Cuckoo's Eggs. 

The female cuckoo does not make a nest of 
her own, to lay her eggs and to rear her young 
ones in. Yet she is not so very heartless as 
she is sometimes said to be. When she has 
laid an egg she places it in her mouth, and, 
watching the chance of jBnding some other bird 
away from home, drops it into the nest among 
the other bird's eggs. She knows that her egg 
will be very well cared for there. 

Now, does it not seem strange that those 
other birds are not wise enough to know that 
the cuckoo's egg is not their own ? They 
cannot count very well, surely. Besides, they 
might see that the size or the shape or the 
colour is not the same as the size or the shape 
or the colour of their own eggs — might they 
not ? Perhaps they might ; but the cuckoo is 
a clever bird, and those little hedge-warblers 
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a young cuckoo is, when lie finds himself in a 
hedge-sparrow's nest. I will tell you what 
he does. 

The young cuckoo grows very fast, and in a 
few days there is not room enough in the 
little nest for anybody but himself. He soon 
finds that the eggs and the other young birds 
are in his way. So he at once makes up his 
mind to turn them all out ; and, as soon as he 
is able, he goes to work. He puts his tail 
under an egg or a young bird, and pushes it 
against the side of the nest till he gets it upon 
his back. He then raises himself up the side 
of the nest as far as he can, and tumbles the 
egg or young bird over the edge. In this way 
he goes on till he gets rid of all his fellows in 
the nest. 

The young cuckoo is greatly helped in 
these doings by a hollow in the middle of 
his back, and by his broad shoulders. By 
this means the egg or young bird is kept 
steady on his back, till he be ready to throw 
it over the edge of the nest. The hollow 
fills up in about a fortnight. 

Now, if there should be two young cuckoos 
hatched in the same nest, what happens ? 



Well, there 
strongest pus 
hoists him t 
edge of the n 
than one you: 
The young 
one pair of 1 
him enough 
fed ? He cri 
help such hii 
little hirds th 
is a good thir 
complaining 
billed birds, 
his wants till 
self; and e^ 
through the i 
food and waii 

young {yUng). 
shouV'der {sh6 



spdr-row* 

broad 



12 The Globe Eeaders. 



VIOLETS. 

Under the green hedges after the snow, 
There do the dear little violets grow, 
Hiding their modest and beautiful heads 
Under the hawthorn in soft mossy beds. 

Sweet as the roses, and blue as the sky, 
Down there do the dear little violets lie ; 
Hiding their heads where they scarce may be 

seen, 
By the leaves you may know where the violet 

hath been. 

Rev. J. Moultrie, 



vi'O'lets. mdd-esL heau'ti-fuL 

haw 'thomi. hid-ing scdrce. 
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Mr. Pitapat, the baker, was a wealthy man. 
He was rich, because he worked hard, and did 
not throw his money about him carelessly. 
Mr. Pitapat had three or four men working 
under him, but, for all that, he seldom left the 
baking-trough or the shop-counter. This was 
how he throve so well. 

Though Mr. Pitapat seldom let his eye off 
his dough or his bread, he would sometimes 
refresh himself by taking a turn at the plough. 
Por the baker had a few acres of land, and he 
kept two horses. He liked to plough, and he 
thought he could plough well. It was a source 
of great delight to him to turn over the fresh 
black mould, and to feel the cool breeze blow 
upon his cheek. The worst of the ploughing 
was that his shoulders w^re rather stiff and 
sore next morning. Still, the baker threw all 
his soul into his work, as well at the plough as 
at the trough or in the shop ; and, though he 
could not but mourn for his shoulders, of 
course he ploughed on all the same. 

The baker had at one time suffered from a 
cough, brought on by too hard work at the 
trough. But working in the fresh air had 
driven it away. 
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HOW THE BAKER THRIVES. 

The baker can make 
The nicest of cake, 
And loaves he can bake, 

And other fine things ; 
He minds every cow, 
Every horse, sheep, and sow, 
He holds his own plough, 

And he laughs and he sings. 

The baker is healthy, 
The baker is wealthy, 

And why has he vigour and pelf ? 
Why, he works like a man, 
And he laughs when he can, 

And he minds all his business himself. 

laugh {Idf). health {helth). 

business (hlz-nes), xvealth (welth). 

pel/y wealth, money, riches. 

vigour (vig-er), force, strength, pith. 
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was no longer so young as he once was. But 
sore shoulders were not the only trouble of the 
good baker. You must know that one of his 
two horses was a young animal and somewhat 
touchy. If you had cracked a whip at him 
when he was feeding on the grass, how he 
would have kicked up his heels and whisked 
his tail and snorted at you ! Better to stand 
off a little, and not come too near him. 

Now one fine day, Bash — ^this was the frisky 
horse's name — Bash was grazing near the mill- 
pond, when a fly buzzed about his ears, and at 
last settled upon his nose and stung him. So 
Bash kicked up his heels and whisked his tail 
and snorted with all his might; but all in 
vain, for the big blue fly sat quietly on his 
nose and kept on stinging him. He reared and 
he plunged, and rushed violently round and 
round. The chain that bound him snapped, 
and he went splash into the deepest part of 
the deep mill-pond. 

The jdancing and romping and snorting of the 
horse was great fun to a group of youngsters, 
who were standing looking at him. But when 
he plunged splash into the mill-pond, they 
shrank back and set up such a shrill scream as 
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shM-low^ not deep. 

db'Sti-natey stubborn, firmly sticking to what 

one wants to do. 
un-ex-pecUed^ not looked for. 
cruise, sail, voyage. 



WHAT THE BIRDS SAT. 

Do you ask what the birds say ? The sparrow, 
the dove, 

The linnet, and thrush say ,*'! love, and I love ! " 

In the winter they're silent, the wind is so 
strong ; 

What it says I don't know, but it sings a loud 
song. 

But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny 
warm weather, 

And singing and loving — all come back to- 
gether. 

But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 

The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 

That he sings, and he sings, and forever sings 
he, 

*' I love my Love, and my Love loves me." 

S. T. Coleridge. 
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And after saying this he began to laugh. 

The moment he laughed, one of the men 
from the fairy mountain came into the kitchen. 
He brought the woman's own child with him, 
seated him on the hearth, and carried away the 
changeling. 

J. & W. Grimm. 

cdr-ried. kltch-en. moun'-taiiu 

prdt-ty. womf-an, md-ment. 

chdnge-ling {chdnj-ling)y one left in place of' 

another which has been stolen away. 
neigW'hour {ndrher)^ one that lives near, 
ad-t^fce {ad'Vis), what one says is best to do. 
ad-vise (adMz)^ to give advice. 



THE FAIRIES. 

Up the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen, 

We daren't go a-hunting 
For fear of little men ; 
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High on the hill-top 

The old king sits ; 
He is now so old and grey 

He's nigh lost his wits. 
With a bridge of white mist 

Columbkill he crosses, 
On his stately journeys 

From Slieveleague to Rosses ; 
Or going up with music 

On cold starry nights, 
To sup with the queen 

Of the gay Northern Lights. 



They stole little Bridget 

For seven years long ; 
When she came down again. 

Her friends were all gone. 
They took her lightly back, 

Between the night and morrow, 
They thought that she was fast asleep, 

But she was dead with sorrow. 
They have kept her ever since 

Deep within the lakes, 
On a bed of flag leaves. 

Watching till she wakes. 
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/• 

rUsh-y^ where rushes grow. 

darerCt {ddrnt)y dare not. 

troop'-ingy going in troops, a good many of 

them together. 
nigh (ni), nearly, almost. 
sdr-rowy grief, sadness. 



THE SONG THRUSH. 

L WhSit it is like^ and what it eats. 

The song thrush, or throstle, though a 
very fine singer, is not a very beautiful bird in 
gay dress, Far from this, it is quite a plain 
creature, with brown spots on its breast. You 
may see it sitting in the trees about a garden, 
or hopping along shyly close up to the door ; for 
though it is a shy little thing, it must look about 
to see what food it can pick up with its long 
hungry bill. 

The thrush has a keen look-out for worms, 
snails, slugs, and all such little soft animals as 
it can get its eye upon. Just after rain, when 
the worms look up out of their holes, the thrush 
has a fine time of it. But a snail is a greater 
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berries, and most of all it loves cherries, witli 
their plump red cheeks. The master of the 
orchard may think that it eats up too much 
fruit, and may even fire a gun at it ; but it 
certainly deserves to get a good deal of fruit as 
payment for killing snails and many other 
little animals that would soon destroy all the 
fruit in the orchard. 

In the cold hard days of winter, when the 
ground is covered with snow, the thrush has 
often to scratch roots out of the dry banks of 
hedges. These roots are not good to live long 
upon ; but the thrush, like too many others, 
has a hard life in a bad winter, and often the 
cold weather and hunger kill the poor thing 
outright, 

throstle (thrdsl). au^-tumn {d-tum). bus-y (blz-i). 
piece (p^s), crea-ture (crS-). dr-chard. 

shy\ afraid to come near, timid. 

daint'-y, toothsome, nice to taste. 

bdt-ter, hit, knock, strike. 

re-ward {-word)^ pay in return for kindness or 

services, 
de-serve, be worthy of, ought to get, 
destroy' i waste, kill, ruin. 
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One pair of thrushes will make as many. as 
four or five nests in the course of a season. 
The nest may be built, the eggs laid and 
hatched, and the birds fledged and flown — all 
in a month's time. 

cdm-mon-ly. built (bllt), hdrd-ness. vd-ry. 
hdsin (bdsn). fledged (flejd). Jirm-ness. dlf-fer. 



3. The Thrush s Song. 

The song thrush is one of our best song- 
sters; it sings very nearly as well as the night- 
ingale. It has a fine rich mellow voice, and 
pours forth a full and various song in tones 
of remarkable purity. It sings early in the 
morning and late in the evening, and nearly 
all the year round. You may see it perched 
on a bare top branch of a leafless tree in late 
winter or early spring ; and you may hear its 
song till about the middle of autumn. 

Did you ever follow carefully the notes that 
the thrush sings ? If you will learn by heart 
the following words, and listen to a thrush 
singing, you will find that it says something 
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THE VOICE OF THE GRASS. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 

By the dusty roadside, 

On the sunny hillside, 

Close by the noisy brook, 

In every shady nook, 
I come creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, smiling everywhere ; 

All round the open door, 

Where sit the aged poor. 

Here, where the children play. 

In the light and merry May, 
I come creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 

In the noisy city street 

My pleasant face you'll meet, 

Cheering the sick at heart, 

Toiling his busy part — 
Silently creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 
You cannot see me coming. 
Nor hosLT my low sweet humming ; 
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To see me cr( 

Here T come 
When you' 
In your sti 
In the hap 
And deck ; 

Creeping, sile 

Here I come 
My humb] 
Mostjoyfi 
To Him a< 
I beautify 

Creeping, siL 
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door {d6r). 

poor (pitr), 
aged (dj-ed), old, 
you'll y you will. 
you're, you are. 

sU-ent'lyy quietly, making no noise. 
heaU'ti'fy (byti-ti-Ji), make beautiful. 



THE HUSBANDMAN AND 
THE STORK. 

The husbandman pitched a net in his fields 
to take the cranes and geese that came to feed 
upon the new-sown corn. In this net he took 
several, both cranes and geese, and among them 
a stork. The stork was in very sad case, and 
pleaded hard for his life. Among other reasons 
why he should not be put to death, the stork 
urged that he was neither goose nor crane, but 
a poor harmless stork, who performed his duty 
to his parents as well as ever he could, feeding 
them when they were old, and, when it was 



required, c 
upon his hi 
replied the 




taken you ii 
crime, you 
punishment.' 



People are ^ 
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com'-pa-ny, ex-pict. siif-fer. pmi-ish-ment. 

hits-hand-mariy tiller of the ground, farmer. 
plead, ask earnestly. 
urge, press, say earnestly (as a reason) . 
du'ty {dyii-ti), what one ought to do. 



THE DONKEY. 

Poor donkey ! Ill give him a handful of 

grass ; 
I'm sure he's an honest, though stupid, old ass. 
He trots to the market to carry the sack, 
And lets me ride all the way home on his 

hack ; 
And only just stops by the ditch for a minute. 
To see if there's any fresh grass for him in it. 

'Tis true, now and then, he has got a had trick 
Of standing stock-still, and just trying to kick ; 
But then, poor old fellow ! you know he can't 

tell 
That standing stock-still is not using me well ; 
'For it never comes into his head, I dare say, 
^To do his work first, and then afterwards play. 
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No, no, my good donkey, 111 give you some 

grass. 
For you know no better, because you're an ass ; 
But what little donkeys some children must 

look, 
Who stand, very like you, stock-still at their 

book, 
And waste every moment of time as it passes — 
A great deal more stupid and silly than asses ! 

Jane Taylor, 

ddn-key (ddng-ki). hdnd-ful. mdr-ket, 

hdn-est [dn-est). stu-pid. df-ter-wards. 

mln-ute (mln-it). us'4ng (ytiz-ing). he-cause'* 

I'll, I will. there's, there is. 

I'm, I am. 'tis, it is. 

He*s, he is* you're, you are. 

stock-still, as still as a post fixed in the ground. 

IS THE ASS SO VERT STUPID ? 

No, he is not. 

"When any one does some very stupid thing, 
we are all ready enough to compare him with 
an ass. But this is not quite fair to the asi^ 
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If the ass likes very much to eat thistles, this 
is a little strange, perhaps ; but, though it be 
strange, it is not for that reason foolish. Some- 
times an ass stands up stock-still in the road, 
and will not go on with his load, however his 




driver may beat him with a whip or a stick. 
This, too, seems strange, perhaps ; but the ass 
may not be stupid at all. He may be ill, or 
he may be tired and hungry, and quite unable 
to go a step farther. It may, indeed, be the 
ilriver that is stupid; for many a driver never 
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RUNNING AFTER THE RAINBOW. 

" Why thus aside your playthings throw, 
Over the wet lawn hurrying so ? 
Where are you going, I want to know ? " 
"Tm running after the rainbow." 

" Little boy, with your bright brown eyes 
Pull of a wonderful surprise. 
Stop a minute, my Arthur wise. 

What do you want with the rainbow ? " 

Arthur paused in his headlong race. 
Turned up to Mother his hot, young face, 
" Mother, I want to reach the place 
At either end of the rainbow. 



"Nurse says, whenever it meets the ground, 
Such beautiful things may oft be found 
Buried below, or scattered round, 
If one can but catch the rainbow. 



" O, please don 
It will all be g 
So with many 
The child 

Over the damp 

Clambering up 

And the wood 

sleep, 

But he CO 

And when he c 

The sun was s( 

There were pie 

But not a 

Said Arthur, s 
*' I wish I had 
I wish I had oi 
And not r 

And as he can 
Stood Mother 
And hugged h: 
So he quil 




THE NIGHTINGALE. 

I. What it ia like, and where and I 
it lives. 

The nightingale is the best of all 
songsters. It comes to us about the mi( 
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a very fine 
with brilliai 
is a plain br 
however ; o 
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inches long. 

The night 
whole of th( 
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gale helps itself freely to fruit, when it hangs 
ripe on trees and bushes in the autumn. 



night'in-gale. 


YorJ(f'Shire. 


prdp-er. 


through'Out'. 


Ddv-on-shire. 


In-sect. 


cdt-er-piU-ar. 


Corvf'Wall. 


vd'H'Ous, 



2. The Nightingale's Nest. 

. The nightingale is faithful to the place of its 
birth, returning every year to the neighbour- 
hood to build its nest there. It delights to 
settle in some quiet lane or thick hedge-row or 
copse. It builds its nest for the most part 
about a foot from the ground, but sometimes 
even close upon the ground in a hollow place, 
and it likes to dwell under the shade of leafy 
branches. It is a cunning builder, but not 
a very strong one. The nest is commonly 
formed of oak or beech leaves mixed with 
grasses ; the lining is of fine dried grasses or 
hair, and sometimes of moss. It is very 
slightly constructed, unlike the strong water- 
tight nest of the song thrush. 



The nig] 
of May till 
four to six 



seldom six. 
monly a uni 
ing in shade ; 
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faith' -fill 
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sUght-ly (slit-), 
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u'-ni-form (y^. 

e^erywher( 
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3. The Nightingale's Song. 

The nightingale is the finest singer of all 
our birds. Her notes are most thrillmg and 
melodious. She pours them forth sometimes 
in the early morning, sometimes throughout 
the day, unless when the heat is very strongs 
but mostly in the evening twilight. As 
people pass along, they stop to listen with 
delight to the sweet tones of the charming 
singer. 

The nightingale sings her loudest and her 
longest song in the week or two after she 
comes back in spring. The females are then 
singing for the males, and they try hard too ut- 
do each other. Once they have got their mates, 
they sing less fiercely. By the end of Juue, 
when they are hatching their young ones, their 
sweet note changes into a rough croak. In 
autumn they do not sing, they only *^ wheet " 
and " kurr." 

Did you ever follow the song of the night- 
ingale with care ? It begins with something 
like this : 

*^ Wheet, wheet, kurr, k-u-u-r-r-r. " 



After that, it 
'* Sweet, s^ 

Jug. jug 

Swot, 8W 

As ^* sweet, s 
and falls, bend 
plaintive tones, 
like the barking 

fin-est. char] 

thrill'ingy piercii 
mel'dd'i oits, mu 
twl'light^ time 

faint light. 

out'dd, excel, dc 

fierce' "ly {fers-), 

plain' 'live y comp 

im-pd-tient {-she 

something, 



O tell me, j 
Whenc 
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So pen 
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'' My birthplace was the mountain, 
My nurse the April showers ; 
My cradle was a fountain, 

O'ercurtain'd by wild flowers. 

" One morn I ran away, 

A madcap, hoiden rill — 
And many a prank that day 
I play'd adown the hill I 

" And then, mid meadowy banks, 
I flirted with the flowers 
That stoop'd, with glowing lips, 
To woo me to their bowers. 

'' But these bright scenes are o'er. 
And darkly flows my wave — 
1 hear the ocean's roar. 

And there must be my grave 1 " 

Samuel G. Goodrich. 

rdam-ing, nurse. scene {s6n). 

birth-place. crd-dle. ocean (d-shan). 

pdn-sive, thoughtful, sad, gloomy. 
o'er'cHr-tain'd, curtained over ; with wild 
flowers spreading over it like a curtain. 
^/oi'-den, like a romping girl ; flowing roughly. 
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WHAT THE WINDS BRING. 

Which is the Wind that hrings the cold ? 

The North Wind, Preddy, and all the snow ; 
And the sheep will scamper into the fold 

When the North begins to blow. 

Which is the Wind that brings the heat ? 

The South Wind, Katy ; and corn will grow. 
And peaches redden for you to eat, 

When the South begins to blow. 

Which is the Wind that brings the rain ? 

The East Wind, Arty ; and farmers know 
That cows come shivering up the lane. 

When the East begins to blow. 

Which is the Wind that brings the flowers ? 

The West Wind, Bessy ; and soft and low 
The birdies sing in the summer hours. 

When the West begins to blow. 

B. C. Stedman. 

E 
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THE THREE SLUGGARDS. 



The king' of a country a long way off h 
three aons. He liked one as well as anoth 
and did not know which to leave his kingd( 
to after his death. So when he was dyi 
he called them all to him and said, *' Df 
children, the laziest sluggard of the three sh 
be TfiTig after me." 
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"Then," said the eldest, "the kingdom is 
mine ; for I am so lazy that when I lie down 
to sleep, if anything were to fall into my eyes 
so that I could not shut them, I should still 
go on sleeping." 

The second said, "Father, the kingdom 
belongs to me ; for I am so lazy that when I 
sit by the fire to warm myself, I would sooner 
have my toes burnt than take the trouble to 
draw my legs back. " 

The third said, "Pather, the kingdom is 
mine ; for I am so Icizy that if I were going to 
be hanged, with the rope round my neck, and 
somebody were to put a sharp knife into my 
hands to cut it, I had rather be hanged than 
raise my hand to do it." When the father 
heard this, he said, " You shall be the king ; 
for you are the fittest man." 

J. & W. Grimm. 

coUn-try (hln-tri). Id-zi-esL slUg-gard. 

knife (nif). klng-dom. trou-ble. 

warm (worm). draw {dro). 



E 2 
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MAY! 

« 

Would that thou couldst last for aye, 

Merry, ever merry May ! 

Made of sun-gleams, shade, and showers. 

Bursting huds, and breathing flowers ; 

Dripping-locked, and rosy-vested, 

Violet-slippered, rainbow-crested ; 

Girdled with the eglantine, 

Eestoon'd with the dewy vine ; 

Merry, ever merry May, 

Would that thou couldst last for aye ! 

W. D. Gallagher, 



RUMPELSTILZCHEN. 

1. The First Spinning. 

Thebe was once a miller who was very poor, 
but he had a beautiful daughter. Now, it 
happened that he came to speak to the king, 
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and, to give himself importance, he said to 
him, " I hare a daughter who can spin straw 
into gold." 




The king said to the miller, " That is a talent 
that pleases me weU ; if she be as skilhii as 
you say, hring her to-morrow to the palace, and 
I will put her to the proof." 

When the maiden was brought to him he 



1^ 
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led her to a room full of straw, gave her a 
wheel and spindle, and said, " Now set to work, 
and if by the morrow this straw be not spun 
into gold, you shall die." He locked the door, 
and left the maiden alone. 

The poor girl sat down disconsolate, and 
could not for her life think what she was to 
do; for she knew not — how could she? — ^the 
way to spin straw into gold ; and her distress 
increased so much that at last she began to 
weep. All at once the door opened, and a 
little man entered and said, " Good evening, 
my pretty miller's daughter; why are you 
weeping so bitterly ? " 

" Ah ! " answered the maiden, *' I must spin 
straw into gold, and know not how to do it." 

The little man said, " What will you give me 
if I do it for you? " 

" My neckerchief," said the maiden. 

He took the kerchief, sat down before the 
wheel, and grind, grind, grind — three times did 
he grind — and the spindle was full ; then he 
put another thread on, and grind, grind, grind, 
the second was full ; so he spun on till morn- 
ing ; when all the straw was spun, and all the 
jpindles were full of gold. 



mtm-pel-stUz'chi 
daugh'-ter {do-te 
straw (stro). 

im-pdrt-ancey gr 
dis'tressy misery. 

mini 
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in-crSase, grow ^ 
pdl'Ocey king's 1: 
dn-swer {dn-sei'), 
proof, trial. 
dis-cdn-so4atef si 
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"My ring from my finger," answered the 
maiden. 

The Kttle man took the ring, began to turn 
the wheel, and, by the morning, all the straw 
was spun into shining gold. 

The king was highly delighted when he saw 
it, but was not yet satisfied with the quantity 
of gold ; so he put the damsel into a stiU larger 
room full of straw, and said, " Spin this during 
the night ; and if you do it you shall be my 
wife." '' For," he thought, " if she's only a 
miller's daughter, I shall never find a richer 
wife in the whole world." 

As soon as the damsel was alone, the little 
man came the third time and said, " What will 
you give me if I again spin all this straw for 
you ? " 

" I have nothing more to give you," answered 
the girl. 

'* Then promise, if you become queen, to give 
me your first child." 

" Who knows how that may be, or how things 

may turn out between now and then ? " thought 

the girl, but in her perplexity she could not help 

jj^erself ; so she promised the little man what 



he desired, and 
gold. 

Idr-ger. dr- 

ddm-sel. ap- 
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leave her her child ; but he answered, " No ; 
something living is dearer to me than all the 
treasures of the world. '* 

Then the queen began to grieve and to weep 
so bitterly, that the little man took pity upon 
her and said, " I will give you three days ; if 
in that time you can find out my name, you 
shall keep the child." 

All night long the queen thought over 
every name she had ever heard, and sent a 
messenger through the kingdom, to inquire 
what names were usually given to people in 
that country. When, next day, the little man 
came again, she began with Caspar, Melchior, 
Balthazar, and repeated, each after each, all the 
names she knew or had heard of ; iDut at each 
one the little man said, " That is not my name." 

The second day she again sent round about 
in all directions, to ask how the people were 
called, and repeated to the little man the 
strangest names she could hear of or imagine : 
to each he answered always, ** That is not my 



name." 



The third day the messenger returned and 
said : '' I have not been able to find a single new 
name; but as I came over a high mountain 
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seized his left foot with both hands with such 
violence, that he tore himself right in two. 

" The Fairy Book:' 

mdr-ry. walked (wokt). (grieve (grSv). 

sUd'den-ly. dwarf {dworf). \ shriek (shr^k) 

chdm-her. trdas-ures {trdzh-iirz.)[seize (sez). 
rndss-en-ger. di-rec-tions, guess (gds). 

obey (d'hd), do as bid. 

in-qtiirey ask. 

v^'U-al-ly (yuz-yU-al'li) y commonly, for the most 

part 
re-piaty say again. 
strdn-gest, queerest, most unusual, 
im-ag^'ine {irn-dj-in), think of. 
mls-chiev-ous-ly^ teasingly, provokingly. 
fu-ri-ouS'ly {fy'U')^ with fury, in a great rage. 




THE FIELDS IN MAY, 

What can beliei' pk'nso, 
When your mind is well :if oiiJ 

Than a walk among the green fields i 
To Bee the verdure ]icw, 
And to hear tiic loud ciicko 

While sunshine makes llie whole woiddl 

When the btittei-iiy so brigiitll 
On his journey danecs liglnlyT 

And the bee goes by witii lui-^iness-likc 
When the fragrant bveczi' ;iiii 
Stii's the shining cloud aloll. 

And the children's hair, ;is laii^liin;;'| 
come : 



I 
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When the grass is full of flowers, 
And the hedge is full of bowers, 

And the finch and the linnet piping clear. 

Where the branches throw their shadows 
On a footway through the meadows, 

With a brook among the cresses winding clear. 

W. Allingham. 

please {pUz). whole (hdl). pip-mg. 

ease {Sz), business (biz-nes). shdd-ows. 

walk {wok). laugh! -ing-ly (Id/-), mdad-ows. 

vdr-dure, greenness, fresh grass or leaves. 
jour-ney (jUr'ni), travel. 
fra'-granty scented, sweet-smelling. 

SUMMER. 

Who is this that cometh from the south, 
thinly clad in a light transparent garment? 
Her breath is hot and sultry ; she seeks the 
refreshment of the cool shade ; she seeks the 
clear streams, the crystal brook to bathe her 
languid limbs. The brooks and rivulets fly 
from her, and are dried up at her approach. 
She cools her parched lips with berries and 
the grateful acid of fruits. The tanned hay- 
makers welcome her coming, and the sheep- 
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shearer, who clips the fleeces of his flock with 
his sounding shears. When she cometh, let 
me lie under the thick shade of a spreading 
heech tree ; let me walk with her in the early- 
morning, when the dew is yet upon the grass ; 
let me wander with her in the soft twilight, 
when the shepherd shuts his fold, and the star 
of the evening appears. Who is she that 
cometh from the south ? Youths and maidens 
tell me, if you know, who is she, and what is 

her name ? 

Anna L, Barbauld. 

re-fr^sh-ment. crys-tal. wdl-come, 

HV'U'let. ap-proach! . twi'-Ught. 

tranS'pdr-entf that can be seen through ; thin. 
sttl'try, warm and moist, 
Idn-guidy weary, without vigour. 
dc4dy (ds^), bitter (taste). 
grdte-fid, pleasant. 

LITTLE WHITE ULY. 

Little white Lily 
Sat by a stone, 
Drooping and waiting 
Till the sun shone. 
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Little white Lily 
Sunshine has fed ; 
Little white Lily 
Is lifting her head. 

Little white Lily 
Said, '* It is good ; 
Little white Lily's 
Clothing and food." 
Little white Lily, 
Drest like a bride ! 
Shining with whiteness, 
And crowned beside ! 

Little white Lily 
Droopeth with pain, 
Waiting and waiting 
For the wet rain. 
Little white Lily 
Holdeth her cup ; 
Bain is fast faUing 
And filling it up. 

Little white Lily 
Said, '' Good again, 
When I am thirsty 
To have nice rain : 
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wise dogs, and 
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the alert for sometliing to hunt, and if he is 
kept in the house for even a short time he is 
sure to Tvant to pursue the cat. And when he 
does set out after any beast, or on any errand, 
he does it with great forca and haste. He 




never loiters on the way, but hastens on, to do 
the work he has got in view. This, you know, 
is a wise thing to do; but neither men nor 
boys are always so wise as my friend Cerf. 
Cerf cannot be slow or lazy even in play. 



His eye flashes 
long silky ears 
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sen-si'ble. ioi'-ter. move (mdv). 

spdn-i-el. hdsten {hdsn). guard (gdrd). 

tuHnk-ling. faith'-ful, knock (ndk), 

rdp'id-ly. ea-ger-ly. seize (sSz). 

pur-stte, run after, trying to catcL. 
pre-mis-es, house, out-houses, garden, &c. 
fdV'Our-ite, best liked, what one favours most. 
re-fuse (re-fyHi)^ will not take or do. 
de-llv-er, give up. 
al-low\ permit, let. 



i 



2. Cerf in Bad Luck. 

Though Cerf has got very long ears, he is 
a very sensible dog for all- that. He has met 
some misfortunes in his time, but lie does not 
break his heart over them. I do not know for 
certain in what way he came by the unlucky 
accident that took away his tail ; but there 
is no doubt that his tail has gone amissing 
somehow — all but about six inches. Still, if 
you ask Cerf what has become of his tail, he 
will wag the stump with wonderful vigour, as 
much as to say that he does not know and does 
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not care, but is ready to run anywhere for your 
pleasure — just as ready as if he had a tail like 
other dogs. Some of the apes eat away their 
own tails, and refuse to be prevented from 
doing so ; but I do not think that Cerf ate away 
his tail, However, he is just as good a dog 
without a tail as with one; and perhaps his 
master and his master's children like him all 
the better and are kinder to him for his 
misfortune. Give Oerf a biscuit, and stroke 
his long glossy hair ; he is a very good fellow 
indeed. 

douht (dout). wonrder-fiil. vlg-our, 

hlS'CUit (blS'kit). ijUas-ure, riad-y. 

« 

mis'fdr-tune, bad fortune, ill luck, mishap. 

cdr-tain, sure, 

dc-cid-ent^ something that happens ill, and has 

not been intended. 
jyre-vdnty keep back (from doing something). 
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THE SQUIRREL. 

The pretty red squirrel lives up in a tree, 

A little blithe creature as ever can be ; 

He dwells in the boughs, where the stock-dove 

broods, 
Far in the shades of the green summer woods. 
His food is the young jmey cones of the pine ; 
And the milky beech nut is his bread and his 

wine. 
In the joy of his nature, he frisks with a 

bound 
To the topmost twigs, and then down to the 

ground ; 
Then up again, like a winged thing, 
And from tree to tree with a bounding spring ; 



k 
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As if he wou] 

And then he 
foot, 

And looking i 

But, small as 
In the bleal 

scant. 
So he finds a 
And there m? 
Then when c 

are bare^ 
When the wl 

the air, 
He heeds it d 
In his warm 

shelf. 
Oh, wise littl 
In the greei 

can be. 

blithe, gaj, m 
jui-cy {ja^si)y 
wdg-gish, like 
make spc 



Thb Globe Bbabers. 




THE CROW AND THE PITCHER. 



A Ceow, ready to die with thirst, beheld a 
pitcher at some distance, and flew to it with 
joy. When he came to it, he did indeed find 
water in it, but so near the bottom that with 
all his stooping and straining he was not able to 
reach it. He then thought of upsetting the 
pitcher, that so at least he might be able to get 
a little of it ; and he tried with all his might, 
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but found that he was not strong enough to 
do this. At last, seeing some pebbles lie near 
the place, he east them one by one into the 
pitcher; and thus, by degrees, he raised the 
water up to the very brim and drank as much 
as he needed to quench his thirst. 

Patient care often succeeds where mere strength 

fails, ^sop. 

he-h^ld. dis-tance. stoop^-ing. quench, 
pitchr-er. up'Sdt strain^-ing. strength. 

de-grees^, steps. '*By degrees/' step by step, 

little by little. 
suC'Ceed', gain one's end, get what you want. 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. 

Under the greenwood tree. 

Who loves to lie with me, 

And tune his merry note 

Unto the sweet bird's throat, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall we see 

No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 
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Who doth ambition shun, 

And loves to live in the sun, 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleased with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall he see 

No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

W. Shakespeare. 

green! -wood. en-em-y. hither {Jvldh-er). 

am-bi-tion^ strong wish to rise in the world, 
eagerness to become greater. 



WHAT THE MOON SAW. 
1, A Lonely Boy. 

J AM a poor lad. I live round the corner in 
one of the narrowest lanes of the city. I have 
plenty of light, though ; for my room is in the 
top of the house, and I can look out over all 
the roofs. The first days after I came to live 
in town, I felt very much cooped up and lonely. 
Instead of the forest and the green hills, I now 
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had notliiiig but the dingy chimneys all round 
as far as I could see. Not a single friend had 
I here, not one familiar face to greet me. 

One evening I was standing, with a very sad 
heart, at my window. I opened it, and looked 
out. Oh, what gladness came over me ! I 
beheld a face I knew, a round, friendly face, 
my best friend over there from home. It was 
the moon, the dear old moon, just the same 
without a bit of change, looking exactly as she 
used to do, when she peeped in upon me through 
the willows on the moor. I kissed my hand to 
her over and over again, and she shone right 
into my room, and promised that, every evening 
when she was out, she would look in upon me 
for a short time, And this promise she has 
faithfully kept ever since. It is a pity that she 
cannot make a longer stay, Every time she 
comes, she tells me of something or other that 
she has seen the night before or the same 
evening. " Just paint you the scenes that I 
tell of," said she, on her first visit, " and you 
will possess a very pretty picture-book." This 
I have done for many an evening now. I could, 
in my fashion, give a new '' Thousand and One 
Nights," in pictures. It was not every evening. 
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however, that the moon came; frequently a 
cloud stood between her and me. 

ndr-row. chlm-ney. fridnd-ly. vis-it. 
pldn-ty. fa-mil-iar, ex-dct-ly. plc-tiire. 

coop up 9 confine, keep close (as in a coop). 
dln-gyy dusky, dull in colour. 
fds-hion, -modey way, manner. 
poS'S^sSy have, own. 
frS-quent-lyy often, many times, 

2. The Little Girl and the Chickens. 

" Yesterday," said the Moon to me, " I was 
peeping down upon a little court-yard, with 
houses on every side of it. There lay a hen 
with eleven chickens, and a beautiful little girl 
was jumping round about them. The hen 
clucked, and spread her wings in great terror 
over her little young ones. Then the girl's 
father came out, and scolded her ; and J glided 
away, and thought no more of the matter. 

" But this evening, only a few minutes ago, I 
looked down again into the same court-yard. 
There was perfect stillness. But presently 
the little girl came out. She stepped softly 
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3- The Doll up a tree. 

" I SAW a little girl weeping," said the Moon ; 
" she was weeping over the wickedness of the 
world. She had got as a present the most 
beautiful of dolls. Oh! wasn't it a doll! — so 
nice and delicate, and not at all made for rough 
handling. But the little girl's brothers, those 
big fellows, had taken the doll and set it up in 
a high tree in the garden and then run- away. 
The little girl could not reach the doll, oould 
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do nothing to help it down ; and that is why she 
was weeping. The doll wept when she wept ; 
it stretched out its arms among the green 
branches, and looked quite miserable. Yes, 
here were some of the hai*d things of life, which 
Mamma spoke about so frequently. 

" Poor doll ! The evening was already begin- 
ning to grow dark, and night would come on 
while it was still up in the tree. Was it to be 
left sittingthere alone the whole night through ? 
No, the little girl' s heart could not bear this. 
* I will stay with you,' said she, though she 
was not so very stout-hearted. She fancied 
she already quite plainly saw those little ugly 
fairy men, with their tall sugar-loaf caps, 
peeping from among the bushes, and that down 
in the dark walk long goblin-shapes were 
dancing. These, she imagined, came nearer and 
nearer, stretched out their hands towards the 
tree where the doll was sitting, and laughed and 
pointed their fingers at her. Ah ! how frigh- 
tened the little lass was ! * But if one has not 
done anything wrong,' thought she, ' nobody can 
do one any harm. . I wonder whether I have 
done anything wrong.' And she remembered : 
' Ah ! yes,' said she, ' I laughed at the poor 
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duck with tLe red rag about its leg, which 
hobbles along in such a funny way ; that is whj 
I laughed at it ; but it is wrong to laugh a1 
the animals.' Then she looked up at the 
doll : * Did you laugh at the animals ? ' 
she asked ; and it seemed as if the doll shooi 
its head." 

hrotli-er (brUdh-er), mls-er-a-ble. fd/n-cy. 
vyrong {rdng). fri-quent-ly . im-dg-ine {-dj-in). 

wick-ed'7iessy badness, naughtiness. 
del-i'Cate, fine and tender. 



4. The Bear that played at Soldiers. 

'* It was in a little country town," said the 
Moon, " I saw it last year. Down in the inn 
parlour sat a man who was travelling about 
with a bear. He was eating his supper. Bruin, 
poor fellow, who never did any harm to any- 
body, grim enough though he looked, — ^poor 
Bruin stood outside, tied up behind the stack 
of firewood. Up in the garret, in the light oi 
my clear rays, three little children were play- 
ing: the eldest might be six years old, the 
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youngest not more than two. ' Stump I 
stump ! ' was a step coming up stairs ; who 
could it be ? The door flew open ; it was 
Bruin, — great shaggy Bruiu ! He had got 
tired of standing down there iu the yard, and 




had now found his way up stairs. I saw it 
all," said the Moon. 

*' The children were so fioghtened at the 
great shaggy beast, they crept each of them 
into a comer ; but he found them all three out, 
and touched them all over with his nose, but 
he did them no harm whatever. ' This is 
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surely a big dog/^ they thought, and so they 
began to stroke him. Then he laid himself 
down on the floor, and the youngest boy threw 
himself above him, and hid his head, with its 
golden curls, in the beast's thick black fur, play- 
ing at hide-and-seek. Now the eldest boy took 
his drum, and beat upon it till it thundered 
again. Then the bear rose up on his hind 
legs and began to dance. It was very charm- 
ing, indeed. Next, each boy took his gun, and 
the bear must have one also, and he held it 
quite properly ; this was a splendid comrade 
that they had got. Then they marched — ' one, 
two ; one, two.' Presently some one came to 
the door, and it opened. This was the mother 
of the children. You should have seen her, 
seen her dumb terror, her face as white as 
chalk, her mouth half open, her eyes fixed and 
staring. But the youngest boy nodded ever so 
joyfully and shouted at the top of his voice and 
said, * We are just playing at soldiers 1 ' And 
at this moment the bear's keeper came in." 

Hans C. Andersen, 

pdr-tour. trd'Vel-ling. spUn-did. dumb {dtlm). 
thttn-der. chdrm-ing. cdm-rade. chalk {chok). 
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Well— tell 1 Where should I fly to, 
Where go to sleep in the dark wood or dell ? 

Before a day was over. 

Home comes the rover, 
For Mother's kiss, — sweeter this 

Than any other thing. 

W. Allingham. 



prtrnrTOse. 


moon -shine. 


hough {bou). 


ydl'low. 


pdV'don. 


wren (rin). 


wan'-der-ing. 


r6v-er. 


thwmh {thUm). 



THE LION. 
1. Where he lives, and what he is like. 

, The Lion is found in Africa and in Asia. 
His home is in the wild places of those coun- 
tries — in the pathless jungles and in the sandy 
deserts. The lion of Africa is better known 
among us than the lion of Asia. 

The lion has been called^ the King of the 
Animals. His appearance is indeed most 
kingly. His bearing is noble ; there is paajesty 



in every feature, 
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He looks every i 
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When full-grown, he measures six or seven 
feet in length, and ai the shoulder he stands 
about three feet high. His long thick mane 
waving over his powerful neck, adds to the 
largeness and majesty of his appearance. The 
colour is always uniform, without spots : the 
body is usually taWny, varying from deep red 
chestnut brown to silvery grey ; the mane is 
darker than the body, frequently approaching 
to black. The tail is long and bare, with a 
funny little tuft at the end. 

The Lioness has no mane. She is somewhat 
smaller than the lion, and much more slender 
and graceful. She is also more agile; and her 
passions, which are stronger, are less controlled 
and more fiercely gratified. She is especially 
savage when she is nursing her cubs. 

Af-ri' ca. dp'pSar- ance. meas-ure. 

A'-si-a. fSd-ture. frS-qtcent-ly 

des-ert. move'-ment (m^^^;-). ap-prdach-ing. 

com-mdnd. im-mense. sdv-age. 

jiin-gle {jiing-gl)y dense forest, with wild under- 
growth. 

mdj-eS'ty, dlg-ni-ty, greatness, high manner, 
stateliness^ 
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u'-ni-form {yfi-)y same all over, not varied. 
dg-ile (d/-), active, nimble. 
con-tr6ly check, keep in order. 
grdt-i'fyy please, satisfy, make content. 



2. Whiskers and Paws. 

The Lion has whiskers. You may fancy 
that it does not matter a bit whether a lion 
has whiskers or not ; but if they were shaved 
off, he would very soon feel the want of them. 
They are just like the cat's whiskers, and they 
serve the very same purpose. They stand out 
on each side of the upper lip to about the 
breadth of the animal's body; and as he 
passes through the forest, they touch trees 
and branches, and thus let him know where 
he can go through without making a noise. 
If he were to rush on crashing through the 
jungle, making leaves rustle, and branches 
rattle and crack, then the beasts that he 
wishes to prey upon would hear him comings 
and would run off as soon as the warning was 
given. With his whiskers feeling the way and 



88 The GiiOBE Readers. 

helping his eye, the lion can move up silently 
close to his prey, and spring upon it without 
any chance of its escaping. 

But, you may say, does he not make a great 
noise with his feet ? No ; he walks along as 
quietly as his cousin the cat does. If he 
would only let us turn up his paw and examine 
the sole of his foot, we should understand how 
this happens. You can see something very 
like it indeed, if you will examine the cat's 
paw. As the cat walks, she draws in her 
claws, just as she draws them in when she 
places her paw in your hand. And in the 
same way the lion dr^ws in liis terrible claws 
— so terrible that they can tear open the flank 
of a horse or a buffalo with a single rip. In 
the middle of the foot, there is a lump of 
elastic substance, forming a large pad, in five 
parts ; and a similar pad is placed at the base 
of each toe. By this means the sole of the 
foot is soft and yielding, and the lion can walk 
up to his prey in perfect silence. 

whisk-er, paw (po). warn {worn). 

hrdadtL claw {do). d-lent-ly. 

pHrrpose. draw {dro). ex-dm-ine. 
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some distance, he does not take it any farther 
than seems to be needful in order to let him 
feed at his leisure. And when he has eaten 
his fill, he retires to his den to enjoy a long 
sleep, till hunger again bring him on the track 
of the wild cattle near the springs and ponds 
of water. 

The Lion is not often a savagely cruel animal, 
destroying other beasts for the mere pleasure 
of the act. Generally he does not care to 
hunt except when pressed with hunger ; after 
a good breakfast or a good supper^ he is 
satisfied, and lies in his concealment. Still 
he does sometimes prowl about during both 
day and night. When he wants something to 
eat at night, he is very bold indeed ; he roams 
round a herd of wild cattle or the flocks of 
the people dwelling in his neighbourhood, or 
he looks closely at an encampment of travel- 
lers. He will plunge upon an enclosure and 
drag off a horse or a bullock — he is very fond 
of a horse ; and he has often been known to 
spring upon a company sleeping round a 
watch-fire, and to tear a man from the very 
midst of them. 

Wlien the Lion springs upon his prey, the 
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Uv-eL dis-t'Urh. neigh' -hour-hood (wrf-). 

dn-te-lope. Ui-sure. com'-pan-y {hUm"). 

zS-bra, re-tire. md-ment. 

gi-rdffe. con-cScd-ment earth-quake. 

pre-J^r, like best. 

in-dic-ate, point to, imply, show. 

re-sdrt, going often to, haunting. 

suS'pdct, think without being sure. 

lUck'lesSy without good luck, unfortunate. 

de-vour^f eat up. 

en-cdmp-menty pitched tents. 

en-clds-ure, place closed in all round, with 

walls, palings, &c. 
Jldx-i'ble, bending readily. 
com-pdct^ firm, close. 
mUs-cle (miiS'l), fleshy part, by which a limb 

moves. 
sti^JUi choke. 



SHOOTING A LION. 

Early in the morning we came to an anchor 
under a little point of land, which was pretty 
high ; and, the tide beginning to flow, we lay 
still to go farther in. Xury, whose eyes were 
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he eat me at one mouth ; " one mouthful he 
meant. 

However, I said no more to the boy, hut 
bade him be still, and took our biggest gun, 
which was almost musket-bore, and loaded it 
with a good charge of powder and with two 
slugs, and laid it down ; then I loaded another 
gun with two bullets ; and the third (for we had 
three pieces) I loaded with five smaller bullets. 
I took the best aim I could with the first piece 
to have shot him in the head, but he lay so, 
with his leg raised a little above his nose, that 
the slugs hit his leg about the knee, and broke 
the bone. 

He started up, growling at first, but finding 
his leg broken, fell down again; and then 
got up upon three legs, and gave the most 
hideous roar that ever I heard. I was a little 
surprised that I had not hit him on the head ; 
however I took up the second piece immedi- 
ately, and though he began to move oflP, fired 
again, and shot him in the head, and had the 
pleasure to see him drop; and making but 
little noise, he lay struggling for life. 

Then Xury took heart and would have me 
let him go on shore. 
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Tell me also what the rill 
Daily warbles down the hill ; 
Sweet as skylark on the wing, 
*' Ripple, dipple," it doth sing. 
Never idle, never still, 
What a worker is the rill 1 
*' Ripple, dipple, ripple, dipple," 
What a worker is the rill 1 

Listen to the honey bee 

As it dances merrily. 

To the little fairy's drum, 

Humming, drumming, humming, drum. 

Never idle, never still, 

Humming, drumming, hum it will ; 

Humming, drumming, humming, drumming. 

Humming, drumming, hum it will. 

like the mill, the rill, and bee. 
Idleness is not for me. 
What says cock-a-doodle-doo ? 
Up, there's work enough for you 1 
If I work, then, with a will, 
It will be but playing still ; 
Ever cheery, never weary, 
It will be but playing still, 

Edward Caper^^. 
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was no other person living. In the very hot 
days he could not go out unless he had some- 
thing to protect liis head from the rays of the 
suD. So he set about making an umbrella. 
This is what he says about it : — 




" I spent a great deal of time and pains to 
make an umbrella. I was indeed in great 
want of one, and had a great mind to make 
one. I had seen them made in the Brazils, 
where they were very useful in the great heata 
which are there, and I felt the heats every jot 
as great here, and greater too, for here the sun 
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wreck (rek). tim-hrel-la. S-hliged! (-blijd). 

crew (crU). Bra-zlls. a-broadf (-hrod). 

is'land (i-land) iise'-fiil. dn-swer (-ser). 

Tiiainy chief, greatest. 

dif'fic'UlAy , something hard to do, obstacle, 

trouble. 
p&rt-a-bley easy to carry. 
pdnt-Jwuse, lean-to house, shed leaning against 

a larger house. 
ctd-vdn-tagCy gain, better condition. 



BIRDS IN SUMMER. 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Flitting about on each leafy tree ; 
In the leafy trees, so broad and tall, 
like a green and beautiful palace hall. 
With its airy chambers light and boon. 
That open to sun, and stars, and moon. 
That open out to the bright-blue sky, 
And the frolicsome winds as they wander by. 

They have left their nests in the forest 

bough, — 
Those homes of delight they need not now ; 
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THE HARE AKD THE TORTOISE. 



Once upon a time a Hare laughed at a 
Tortoise upon account of his slownesSj and 
vainly boasted of her own great speed in 
running. 

" Let us make a match," replied the Tor- 
toise ; " I will run with you fire miles for fire 
pounds, and the Fox yonder shall be the 
umpire of the race." 

The Hare agreed, and away they both started 
together. But the Hare, by reason of her 
exceeding swiftness, outran the Tortoise to 
such a degree that she made a jest of the 
matter; and finding herself a little tired. 
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THE TIGER. 

The Tiger is a more terrible beast.than even 
the lion. He is usually from Seven to eight 
feet in Ipngth and from three to four feet in 
height. He is in nearly all respects more like 
the cat than the lion is. His body is more 
slender and longer than the lion's ; his head is 
rounder, and he has no flowing mane to add 
dignity to his appearance. His scowling look 
indicates a savagely cruel temper, a delight in 
the mere fact of tearing and destroying. 

The tiger has a very beautiful skin. The 
thick hair forms a fine glossy coat. The ground 
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of Bengal, he is a terrible neighbour to the 
small villages. He comes prowling about the 
houses under cover of night, and frequently 
carries off men and children as well as the 
cattle of the people. The men often go out 
with flaming torches and beating drums, to 
scare their dreadful enemy away. 

height (hit). dlg-ni-ty. de-stroif-ing. 

dawn {don). ap-pSar-ance. dlfrfic-ul-ty. 

jaw (jo). sdv-age-ly. lUck-less. 

vill-age. sUp-ple-ness. re-frished. 

rO'SpdctSy regards, ways of looking at them ; 

points. 
scowl, wrinkle the brows with anger, look 

gloomy. 
in-dic-ate, point to, show. 
viC'tim, one sacrificed ; one that suffers in order 

to allow something to be done. 
diS'tricty region, part of country. 
stealth* -y {stHth-y), stealing along softly. 



•t 





HILL 

The strawberries grow 
May, 
And the Ijob-o-link si 
On the knolls the red c 
May, 
Then come to the met 
We'll pick the ripe cli 
grass, 
On the knolls in the : 
And the long afternoon 
Where the clover is g 
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Come, come, ere the Beason is over. Mill May, 

To the fields where the strawberries grow, 

While the thick-growing stems and the clover, 

Mill May, 
Shall meet us wherever we go. 

We'll pick the ripe clusters among the deep 

grass. 

On the knolls in the mowing. Mill May ; 
And the long afternoon together well pass. 

Where the clover is growing, Mill May, 

The sun, stealing under your bonnet. Mill May, 

Shall kiss a soft glow to your face. 
And your lip the strawberry leave on it. Mill 
May, 

A tint that the sea-shell would grace. 
Then come ! the ripe clusters among the deep 
grass 

Well pick in the mowing. Mill May, 
And the long afternoon together we'll pass, 

Where the clover is growing. Mill May. 

C. G. Eastman. 

straw* -her -vies {stvo-), clo'-ver. inov/'ing. 

cff'ter-noon . knoll (ndl). grow-ing. 

clUS'ter. to-geth- er. steaV-ing. 
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Who is he that 
stealing upon us uni 
red with the blood o 
are bound with a 
hair is thin, and be{ 
is mixed with moui 
brown nuts from tU* 
and calls the hnntei 
sounds. The tren 
beautiful pheasant 1 
and fall dead at the 
and maidens, tell m 
and what is his nan 



gdr-ment. trim-l 
i^mrples. par-ti 

sO-her, calm, grave. 
itn-a-wares, before fl 
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THE FISHEB BOT. 

The Fisher Boy lightly leaps to his boat, 

For he loves the sea right well ; 
The gulls scream loud, but the wind blows soft. 

And the blue waves gently swell 



The Fisher B07 laughs as he grasps his oar. 
And he sings as he rows along ; 

For the sunset glows, and the sky is clear, 
And he knows that his boat is strong. 



The fishing hoa 
the bay, 

And they steer i 
The fleet parts wic 

And the stars hi 

The "Fisher Boy Iie 
Haul aboard th« 

And the boat sinki 
With, the harref 

The I'iaher Boy ke 
Each changing i 

Now the gulls SCI 

blow fierce, 

And the dark -ws 

But the Fisher Bo 
On the ocean br 

For the boat is str 
And Fisher Boy 
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IN THE HOP GARDENS. 



Septeuber is the timefor hop-picking. It is 
only in a few counties of England that children 
have this treat ; but in those the hopping 
season is looked forward to all the year. It is 
a general festival, in fact, for old and young ; 
during several weeks the whole air is full of 
the scent of hops ; you see branches of them 
haaglng on every cottage and meet hop- waggons 



ladea with them 
in many a sheltc 
encampment of i 
who oome from ] 
and all, to make 
picking. They 8 
them to carry tl 
ones; and you : 
distance, helping 
what he can get. 

The hops groi 
gardena They ; 
years, — three hoj 
lock of earth. L 
to shoot, women j 
hop all the shod 
the poles ; three 
" hill." As sumi 
hops become eac 
times the wanderi 
to another, maki 
impossible to de 
garden, especially 
blossoming and ai 
nearly ready for 

About the firs 
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usual time. Then the whole country turns out ; 
villages are almost forsaken ; everybody, man, 
woman, and child, is away in the hop-gardens. 
The work is light enough, — merely pulling up 
the tall poles with their clustering festoons, and 
picking off the hops bunch by bunch into a 
large basket, which is afterwards emptied into 
a bin and carried off to the kiln. The price 
paid for picking is three halfpence per bushel ; 
and as any child can do it, a mother with a 
large family will sometimes pick the basket — 
which holds seven bushels — full, three or four 
times a-day. All keep to their own baskets, 
and mark on a stick how much they have done. 
But there is great laughing and chattering at 
meal-times, when they sit down under a hedge 
together and eat their small scraps of dinners 
that they have brought, and drink their cider 
if the master is kind enough to give it them. 
When visitors come to see the hop-picking, the 
hoppers " shoe " them — that is, rub their shoes 
with a bundle of hops ; and then they have to 
give the hoppers a shilling or two for " treat." 
No one who is a stranger to the hop-country 
can understand how delicious it is to sit 
hop-picking on a fine September day, with the 



fragrant smell of ti 
and scenting youi 
odour of hops is sa 
pillow stuffed with 
on sleep. Ferhap 
pleasant weariness 
air, which makes o 
dreams so sweet < 
till it feels quite a 
the hop-garden an 
the poles stacked i 
it) the lane all sile: 



Sep-Um-her. too 
im-pdsS'i'hle. vis 
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coun-ty^ shire, divi 
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f^S'tiv-aly day or ti] 
en-cdrnp'Tnentj plac 
camp or tent. 
cdn-vaSy coarse clo1 
hine, climbing steu 
ad-vdiice, go forwa 
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fes'toon' ^ garland. 
describe, tell in words. 
kiln {hi), large oven, or stove. 
cUdeVy drink made from apple-juice. 
frd-grantf sweet-smelling. 
od'OUTy smell, scent, perfume. 



THE FOX. 

The Pox is a most crafty animal. You can 
see that he is wily, if you only look him well 
in the face. His nose is sharp, his eyes are 
keenly hright, and his small ears are pointed 
and erect. 

The fox is only ahout a foot high, so that he 
runs close to the ground, and can thus move 
ahout without much chance of being seen. 
His colour, too, helps his cunning purposes : it 
is usually fawn, with a reddish tint, and with 
a sprinkling of black and white hairs here and 
there. 

The fox nas a grand tail, or *' brush " ; it is 
Jong' and bushy, with a white tip. His fur 
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point' -ed. hAsh-y. ddn-ger. 

pUr-pose. cdm-fort'Orhle. pur-sue'. 

crd/i'i/j vM-y^ cUn-ning^ having much craft, 
knowing many wiles or dodges or tricks ; 
artful, sly. 

e-ricty standing straight up. 

hUr-row, hole underground. 



THE POX'S JOURNEY. 

The fox jumped up in a hungry plight, 
And hegged the moon to give him light, 
Por he had many miles to trot that night 
Before he reached his den, O ! den, O ! den, O ! 



At last he came to the farmer's yard. 

Where the ducks and geese declared they 

heard 
That their nerves should he shaken and their 

rest be marred 
^ a visit from Mr. Pox, O ! fox, O ! fox, O ! 



VHe took thi 
■ Savs he. ' 1 



I 



Says lie, ' 1 
I'll carry y 
And I'll ti 
den, O 



s? 



He took th 
And sprung 
The black 
quack 
The fox is < 
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Old Mrs. Slipper-Slopper jumped out of bed, 
And out of the window popped her head ; 
** Oh, John, John, John ! the grey goose ] 

gone ! 
And the fox is off to his den, O I den, O ! den, 1 



John went up to the top of the hill. 
And blew a blast both loud and shrill ; 
Says the fox, " That is very pretty musie, stij 
I'd rather be in my den, 1 den, O ! den, 1 ' 



At last the fox got to his den. 

To his dear little foxes, eight, nine, ten ; 

Says he, **By good luck, there's a good fa 

duck. 
With its legs hanging dangling down, O ! down 

O I down, O ! " 



He sat down to dinner with his hungry wife, 
They did very well without fork or knife ; 
They never ate a better duck all their life, 
And the little ones picked the bones, O 1 bones 
O! bones, 0\ 



plight^ condition, 
de-^Uhre^ say. 
mSr^ spoiL 

off £rom^ bdx] 
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The Fox has 
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enemies ; and he 
cunning to keep 
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visits he may j 
would like to st 
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of the day's spor 
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In autumn when the corn-fields are bare and 
bleak, and the leaves are fast falling from the 
trees, the hunters begin to take the field. The 
fox is started, the cry of '* Tallyho ! Gone 
away ! " bursts forth, the hounds are let - slip, 
and the hunters dash away in hot pursuit over 
hill and dale. Tiie excitement of the chase is 
very great. To the sense of some persons a 
cry of hounds has more spirit and liveliness 
than any other music. 

The scent of the fox is what enables the 
hounds to follow on his track. It is a very 
powerful odour, and the fox tries all sorts of 
tricks he can think of to destroy its force. 
Sometimes, after he has run on for a long way 
in one direction, he turns upon his track, 
makes a great jump to one side, and then 
starts off at his swiftest pace in another 
direction. He is glad when he reaches the 
bank of a brook or river, for then he can run 
along the stream for a good distance so as to 
break the scent ; and, if he is successful, he can 
be far away before the hounds can get upon his 
new track. At other times, he scents himself 
with any odours he may find in his way, by 
which he maybe able to overpower his own 
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If ye will ^ 
Set each pL 
Bake the fi 
Water in, e 
Wash your 
Sluts are k 
Sweep youi 
Mab will p 
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THE STORMY PETREL. 



This is the bird that sweeps o'er the sea, 

Fearless and rapid and strong is he ; 

He never forsakes the billowy roar, 

To dwell in calm on the tranquil shore, 

Save when his mate from the tempest's shocks 

Protects her young in the splinter'd rocks. 

Birds of the sea, they r^oice in storms ; 
On the top of the ware you may see their 
forms. 




p^t-rel. 
rdp-id. 
trd,n-quil, qu 
spllnt-er'd, si 
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WINTER WHITE. 

Who is he that cometh from the north, in fur 
and warm wool ? He wraps his cloak close 
about him. His head is bald ; his beard is 
made of sharp icicles. He loves the blazing 
fire, high piled upon the hearth, and the wine 
sparkling in the glass. He binds skates to his 
feet, and skims over the frozen lakes. His 
breath is piercing and cold, and no little 
flower dares to peep above the surface of the 
ground when he is by. Whatever he touches 
turns to ice. Youths and maidens, do you see. 
him ? He is coming upon us, and soon will be 
here. Tell me, if you know, who he is, and 
what is his name? 

A. L. Barbauld. 

i'C i-cle. hldz-ing. pierc' -ing. 

spark-ling. frdz-en. silr-face. 
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Forh( 
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Old Winter's a frolicsome blade, I wot — 
He is wild in his humour and free 1 
He'll whistle along, " for the want of thought," 
And set all the warmth of our furs at naught, 
And ruffle the laces the pretty girls bought — 
A frolicsome fellow is he ! 



Old Winter is blowing his gusts along, 

And merrily shaking the tree ! 
From morning till night he will sing his 

song,— 
Now moaning and short — now howling and 

long; 
His voice is loud, for his lungs are strong — 
A merry old fellow is he I 



Old Winter's a tough old fellow for blows, 

As tough as ever you see I 
He will trip up our trotters^ and rend our 

clothes. 
And stiflFen our limbs from our fingers to toes — 
And minds not the cries of his friends or his 
foes — 
A tough old fellow is he ! 



A CUUDl 

Ac 
Se peepi 
^'o see hi 
And mar 
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A SNOW MAN. 



The making of a snow man is a serious 
matter. Only out of a deep and solid mass of 
snow can we make him at alL Then he ought 
to be planned carefully, both as to size and 
position ; leaned against a wall, or under a 
hedge, or in some sheltered comer where the 
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chin, and the ears, be cut out in their proper 
size and form and position ? I cannot teach 
you that ; you must grasp your tools — say a 
trowel, or a spade, and an old kitchen knife 
— and do your best. You will not be able to 
make a great beauty of him, and, even if you 
did, the sun would before long melt away his 
beautiful straight nose and his fine chin. 
Still, you had better carve his features with 
some care; try to make him look like some- 
body we know or have read about. Then we 
must consider how to get arms fixed on to 
his body, and in what manner he shall hold 
them. Shall we cut out legs and feet for 
him ? or shall we suppose that he is wearing a 
long winter cloak, which reaches down to his 
heels ? 

Once made, our man is safe. We may pelt 
him with snow-balls ; they will only stick to 
him and make him look a little rougher ; but 
do not hit him in the eye, nor knock off his 
precious nose. If he has been firmly built 
together, the brief winter sunshine will have 
small effect on him ; and even a thaw will do 
him little harm. Every fresh fall of snow we 
add to him and rebuild him ; he stands firm 



and snug 
amusement 
melts all aw 
and most 1 
about him 
violets we s 
streak of i 
there was i 
January ho^ 



ought {of), 
thaw (tko). 

si-ri-ous, gr 
sdl-id, firm, 
pS-d-twHt p 
con-sid-er, t 
con-sid-er-d- 

tion. 

a-gree'-ment 

the sai 

done. 

con-str^t, \ 

whim, fancV; 



136 The Globe Readbes. — Book II. 



A FAREWELL. 

My fairest child, I have no song to give you ; 
No lark could pipe to skies so dull and 
grey: 
Yet, ere we part, one lesson I can leave you 

For every day. 

[brave lad] 
Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be 

clever ; 
Do noble things, not dream them, all day 
long : 
And so make life, death, and that vast for- 
ever, 

One grand, sweet song. 

Charles Kingsley. 



THE END. 



lomdom: r. clay, hous, and tayluk, printers. 



